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None - one shot 


Lars gazed up at the Christmas tree, his eyes wide. Sitting in the corner, reaching right up to the ceiling, it 
looked as if a part of the Redwood National Park had taken up residence in the Metallimansion. James had 
wanted a big tree and by gum, he had bought a big tree! 


Ím tired of our shitty little Charlie Brown trees every fucking year he had said to his band mates, a few days 
ago. Now that we've got some spare money left over from the Ride the Lightning sales, Im gonna get us a decent 
tree. The biggest motherfucking tree on the market. 


Lars smiled as he admired the tree. Its branches were covered with thick, glossy green foliage, which gave off 
a fresh, woodland scent. Multi-coloured glass baubles hung from the branches; some as large as tennis balls. A 
large, green one hung near Lars' head; he pressed his nose up against it and giggled as his reflection distorted 
Long streams of tinsel wound their way around the tree, resembling shimmering scarves. Chocolate ornaments 
and gingerbread men were situated here and there and Lars started to laugh again as he remembered Kirk 
hanging them up the previous day. 


Ive counted them all, so nobody nick any! he had warned. His band mates had all looked as if butter wouldn't 


melt in their mouths. 


There were other ornaments too: snowmen, reindeers, pretend presents, kids on sledges and angels. Some were 
new, as the tree had been so big; the guys had had to buy more ornaments, so that it wouldn't look bare. 
Finally, there was a long string of fairy lights wound around the tree, though as it was still daylight, they were 
turned off for the moment. 


"It looks perfect" Lars said to himself. "H's the best tree we've ever had". His eyes roamed up, right to the 
ceiling, then he frowned. 


No, the tree was not perfect. They had forgotten to put a fairy on top. 


"Ugh, that's ruining the effect" muttered Lars. "I'll tell James, when he gets in from work". He checked his 
watch. "He should be back in a few minutes". 


No, that wasn't a good idea. James would be tired and cold when he got in. He would want to put his feet up 
with a cold beer, not mess about with the tree. 


Hi do it Lars thought. He trotted through into the kitchen and fetched one of the chairs from there to stand 
on. Then he went into the store cupboard, where the boxes of decorations had been put. Rummaging through 


them, Lars soon found the fairy. She was not a brand new one but looked tiny enough to go on the tree. 


Lars went back into the living room, positioned the chair by the tree, stood on it and stretched up but the 
tree was so tall, he couldn't quite reach. "Fuck!" Lars said, checking the chair, to see if it would go any closer. 


I+ wouldn't. 


"Hmm, just a little more". Lars stood on the back of the chair, taking care not to tip it. The chair wobbled and 
fell over to the side. Panicking, Lars grabbed hold of the tree and as he fell, he pulled it down on top of him 


with a spectacular crash. 

At that moment, the front door opened and James came in. He heard the crash and charged through into the 
living room, where he found the tree lying on its side. Tinsel and lights had unravelled from it, balls rolled 
across the carpet and there, underneath it all, was a very dazed Lars. 

"Lars!" yelled James, hurrying over to him. He dragged the huge tree of his buddy and gazed down at him 
anxiously. Lars was red-faced, tangled up in tinsel and with one eye swelling shut. He still clutched the fairy in 
his hand. 

"Shit, Lars" groaned James, gently unwrapping tinsel from around him. "What the fuck are you doing?" 


“Trying to put the fairy on the tree" Lars said weakly. 


James picked Lars up gently and carried him over to the settee. He helped Lars off with his trainers and laid 


him down, plumping up a soft cushion for his head. 


"The tree..".Lars, giving James a worried look out of his open eye. 


"Never mind that now". James brushed Lars soft hair off his forehead and kissed him. "Shit, you're gonna have 
a massive shiner tomorrow. Everybody will think you've been fighting". Lars smiled and kissed James back. 


"You're a pest, you know that" James said, stroking Lars' hair. "| can't leave you alone for five minutes without 


you doing something dangerous". 
"But you still love me, yeah?" Lars said playfully. 
"Course, dumbass" said James and he kissed Lars again. 


Lars smiled and relaxed. But he caught sight of the tree out of the corner of his eye and a worried frown 


appeared on his forehead 
"James, the tree... 

"Hts OK Lars; we'll patch it up afterwards. We'll get Kirk and Cliff to work on it when they get in’ 
Lars laughed. "But." he continued. "Aren't you mad? It was your new tree and all” 

James put his arms around Lars and held him closely, tenderly. He kissed the top off his head again 


"No Lars, course not. | can get a new tree anytime but | can't get a new Lars!" 


